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Seeing these things we saw in our mind's eye the long
years of economy, of humble .dingy economy, that the
world would have to go through, that the world's innocent
children would have to put up with. We expected to see
the world forced to the simpler living, to years of doing
without things as our fathers did, to years of rather old
trains and buses and motor cars, to years of the churches
we knew, the missions that we could support. Not a bit
of it! The world, the peace-mad world, was not only
mad to forget the mud and the death and the dread of
the war fronts; that we could understand; but was mad
also for everyone else to have a better time than they had
ever had before; to act, in fact, as if they had just inherited
a fortune rather than just lost one.

In the process of making a world fit for heroes, who
were amply rewarded with the mere fact of life, and who
only wanted the right to eat the plainest bread and butter,
the whole world of passive resisters, of new-born babes
and young men at school all wanted the world more
luxurious. Having lost all our own money, we then
proceeded to borrow all we could, to have better villas, more
gramophones, wireless that we never could afford before,
cars that we don't pay for, heaters in every room, countless
new joy-roads, whose only possible purpose could be to
destroy the millions of capital wrapped up in the railroads.

You have had airways that no one wanted, to destroy
your shipping capital, and still more pull down your
railways, and so forth. Can the whole world be surprised
that disaster has followed jazz? Is the world fitter for
heroes and all the other Welsh and American blather?

The living on 'tick', permissible perhaps when the
world is expanding and the tickers have no possible set-
back ahead, is a very disastrous matter when the world
shuts up, and each constituent part bumps back against
the lender behind, like the trucks on a luggage train that
checks in its course.